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on Cornwall, and admire my collection of originaPdraw-
ings by Rowlandson.                                                   '^;*

'Early this year', Mr. Bridgets letter continues, *I
had to go to St. Ives to see some books belonging to
an old member of the Artist Colony there. It was
there I found a collection of Lane's books, the history
of which is rather curious. John Lane very much
admired a picture by this artist, who, unfortunately,
also regarded it as one of his best, and the price was a
high one. After some bargaining the following agree-
ment was come to: John Lane was to pay half the
original price for the picture and send the artist a copy
of every book he had published to date that he had a
copy of; and if the book was issued in a limited
edition, he was to have a copy of this edition. This
is the history of the collection of Lane's books that
I have.'

Someone, I read the other day, divides mankind into
extra-verts and intro-verts. The words are not beautiful,
but they are self-explanatory. John Lane, I think, was
unquestionably an extra-vert. His world was outside
him, objective. But then he had taste, a natural taste,
brought to something like perfection by time and
experience, so that what in others not so endowed
expresses itself in mere vulgarity, mere display, was
sublimated in John Lane into a passion for gathering
about himself things of beauty, particularly where
they possessed associations of historical or antiquarian
interest.

But there was another thing he loved besides objets
cTart^ and that was society, congenial society. With
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